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| still remember that one experienced, a memory that will be forever etched into my mind. years later, I'd 
retell it, tone it down and censur it so | could turn it into a fun gag. A joke. But truthfully, it was anything but 
at the time it occured. It sure as hell didn't happen over a phone call, and | sure as hell didn't deny him. That 
was all fiction, to give the fans and interviewers a good laugh. Maybe to try to spit him, and to try to get it 
out of my head and make myself believe the lie. 


It happened back in early spring 1983. | remember it was nighttime, Lars and Cliff had slantered out for a drink 
and maybe a good lay a couple of hours before. Dave was already gone by that point. Neither of us knew 
where, but we had our suspections; likely he was hanging around one of his regular dealers, smoking pot or 
taking shots with the needle. | rolled my eyes just thinking about it, it had all become his every day routine. It 
was beginning to fuck him, and the band, up bad and Lars was complaining. He wanted Dave gone, but it didn't 
suit me right. It didn't feel right. 


| was sitting on the couch, my feet clad in dirty white socks on the coffee table as | flipped through the 
channels on the small TV. Nothing on, as usual. | scratched my head and glanced at the wall clock, it read 1230 
AM. | definitely regretted not following the boys out to some dingy bar right now, anything would have been 
better than wasting my time like this, sitting on my ass and staring at nothing. That's when the front door 


opened. 


With my back towards the hallway, | was too lazy to turn around and see who had found his way back home. 
Besides | didn't have to, the constant snickering was in a light voice that | instantly recognized as Dave's. 
Judging by the sound and the clumsy steps as | listened to him kick his shoes off and wobble over towards 
the couch, | estimated he was moderately high. Probably drunk too, but not sloshed. A shitface Dave got angry 
and violent, while a high and buzzed Dave got giggly and moody. It was easy to tell the difference and | much 
prefered the latter. 


| felt the back of the couch shift, the pillow sinking down just a bit as a pair unsteady hands grabbed for 
leverage on either side of my head. | was used to it, | was used to clingy Dave and | knew he'd come real close. 


| seemed to be the only one of us who didn't mind his closure. 
‘James..? | got a question for you, purred a voice next to my ear, and that actually did startle me. 


I'd never heard Dave use that tone before, not directed at me at least. It was the tone he used to flatter and 
seduce chicks into following him backstage or to his room. Laced with a playful naughtiness. 


‘You're high; | stated matter-of-factly, trying hard to conceal the fact that something in his voice sent 


shivers down my spine and made my groin tingle. 


Slender, pale arms slipped around by neck and | felt his weight against me, the contours of his face buried in 
my blond curls. | sucked in a breath through my nose, knowing it would do me no good to reject him or push 
him away. He'd end up crying like a four year old girl, inconsolable. No, this was by far the best option. Besides, 
if you overlooked his bad breath that stung my nose, he smelled nice. Like cologne and corn chips, a sweet 


scent. 


‘| know; came a muffled reply through a mouthful of my hair, his hot breath against the back of my head 


raising goosebumps all over my nape. 


‘And drunk, | went on, ignoring the way his fingers were beginning to boldly creep across my chest, fingertips 
ghosting beneath the hemline of my tank top. 


‘Maybe,’ he snickered, breathing in deeply before he exhaled, a fresh wave of what could only be described as 


liquid lust rolling over me at that sound. 


‘So, what do you want?" | urged him on, knowing he usually came with ridiculous questions while off the wagon 


and he had been on the verge of spilling one just seconds ago, hoping that might divert my attention from the 


almost sexual way he panted. 


He went silent for a moment as if he had to remember what it was before he giggled again, sounding like a 


teenage girl, ‘Oh yeah, am | a pretty woman.’ 


| didn't know whether to die from shock or laughter. Did | get that right? had Dave fuckin’ Mustaine really 
asked me if he was a pretty woman? The badass, foul mouthed, quick witted, snarky, macho Mustaine. Was 
this a dream? Because if so, it was one hell of a good one. My mind elated laughter the undisputed winner of 
the contest, and | had to slap my hand over my mouth, almost choking myself as my shoulder shook from my 
efforts to stay silent. | really couldn't deal with his weeping tonight. 


‘C-come again..? | managed to get out realitvely level, needing reassurance of what he had just said. 


His arms unwrapped themselves as they slipped from around my neck, the small couch almost tipping 
backwards as Dave wrenched himself over the back, landing awkwardly splayed across the cushions. One leg 
ended up having off the seat while the other dangled across the back of the couch. The right arm rested 
across his chest, the fingers of the left hand brushing the carpet. His head was on my thigh, almost on my 
crotch, strawberry blonde curls spread out like a halo. But that wasn't what got to me. 


‘Am | a pretty woman?! Dave repeated more seriously this time, his bottom lip stuck in a childish pout, nose 
wrinkled and forehead slightly creased. 


Oh, and did | mention that he was wearing makeup? No kidding. Dave Mustaine was wearing makeup. And for 
some reason that abruptly silenced any laughter on the way to errupt from me. In the dim, blueish light from 
the now dead TV screen, | noticed that someone had dolled him up. Who? Had he done it? A friend? A street 
hooker? Someone out to play a prank on him? | had no clue. But the sight did a lot more to me than it should, | 


have to admit. 


His bronze lashes were painted with black mascara, now long and fanning over the tops of his cheeks as he 
blinked. his eyelids were tinged a light purple, slightly sparkly from what | could make out. Hw cheeks had some 
form of blush, although not concealing his delicate freckles. But his lips were the main event, they were what 
sent a bolt of arousal straight to my cock, making it fucking jump. His lips weren't even painted, they were just 
filled in, layered by a thin hue of moist lipgloss. Looking so inviting and dangerous, all at once. 


‘I, uh, hell.. hell to the no, right.. | tried to laugh it off but the light throbbing of my cock did nothing to hide 


my true feelings. 


Dave scowled at me, but his eyes weren't blazing the way they normally would when he was upset. Upet as in 


angry. Upset as in sad meant glassy eyes. And the hazel orbs weren't that either. 


‘Veronica said | made a pretty girl, he snorted, folding his arms across his chest like a pouty kid, averting his 


eyes from my face. 


‘Who's Veronica?! | asked, curious about this woman who had tamed the wild beast that was Dave Mustaine 


enough to be able to practice makeup on his face. 


His very, very pretty face. My eyes went to those lips again, and for the faintest of moments, | pictured 
those full, plump, glossy lips wrapped around my cock, stretching. | had to bite back a gasp. 


‘Doesn't matter, Dave mumbled as a reply, still staring into the distance. 


‘Dave? | asked after what felt like an eternity of silence, the warmth of his head against my thigh doing 


nothing to assuage my growing arousal. 
‘Hm?! he muttered with disinterest. 


‘You don't make a pretty girl, ‘cause you're no girl, you know? But if you were a girl looking like that, you'd be 
pretty; | almost whsipered, hoping itd help salvage the situation 


Immediately, hazel orbs darted to look at my face, swimming in a thin hue of something indefinable as his lips 


curled up into that trademark sneer he possessed. Dave seemed incapable of giving a normal smile, always had. 


‘That's real sweet of you, Jamie, he purred, using that damn sensual Tone again, 'l think it's well worth a 


reward: 


| was just about to ask what he meant by that when he rolled over onto his belly, his lower legs sticking out 
over the arm rest as he switched position Scooting upwards just a bit, he propped himself up on his elbows, 
and by the time | realized what he had in mind it was already too late, as he dropped his head into my lap. 
Rubbing his face against my hardness, | shuddered from head to toe, the pressure and friction making my 
back arch out of its own accord. 


‘D-dave.:! What the fuck. | grunted, half in confusion. 


‘I'm giving you your reward, like a pretty girl would, Dave cooed against the denim, his face hidden from my 


view beneath a mop of thick red curls. 


| moved my hands to his head, at first set on dragging his head off of me. | didn't need this, | didn't want this. 
He was a guy, | was a guy. Admittedly, he was a very pretty guy but that didn't change anything. My hands 
grabbed at his curls, but they never got rather as his open mouth began to trace the contours of my shaft. 
What the fuck? had he done this before? What was going on? 


| wasn't protesting though, because damn, it felt good My head fell back as he continued to mouth me, hot 
breath and damp saliva seeping through fabric to tease my cock. In that moment, | didn't care whether this 
was right or wrong. | didn't care whether it counted as taking advantage of him or not. Because it felt so 
fucking amazing. Dominant, moody Dave - the man who could whoop your ass for looking at him the wrong way 


- had his head in my lap. 


Torn from the haze and stepping out of the fog clouding my mind momentarily as he picked his head up, | 
glanced down, catching a look in his eyes that | never had seen there before. Total submission Those eyes 
never let mine go as long fingers made quick work of popping the button of my jeans open, unzipping them and 
parting the fly. Revealing the bulge tenting my briiefs. And | don't know what took ahold of me in that moment. 
| don't know what made me say it, but | did. | wasn't even serious, it was meant as a small joke. | think it was, 


at least. 
‘You know.. pretty girls and good girls are the same. And good girls always get down on their knees: 


| saw something snap and fall into place, his pupils widening before my eyes until they engulfed his irises, 
leaving only tiny hazel rings. Swallowing hard, my heart skipped a beat and my cock throbbed as watched him 
ungracefully slump down onto the floor, his lower body first and then his upper body followed. He crawled on 
his knees until he was posotioned in front of me, and | spread my legs instinctively as an invitation. Do or don't. 


Take it or leave it. Now or never. 


| watched his eyes flicker downwards, his clammy palms against my kneecaps. | felt the dampness seep 
through, and made it easier for him just in case he was having second thoughts. Easier to choose, | thought to 
myself. Reaching down, my shaky hands lifted the thin layer of fabric my too tight underwear provided and my 
erection came bounding out, standing proud and at attention, the head already sticky with precum. Had anyone 
told me before this night | would get hard for Dave, | would punched them in the face. Had they told me Dave 


would offer to blow me, | would have busted a gut while laughing my ass off. 


It took him only slight hesitation before a determined expression settled on his face and he inched closer, 
spreading my legs wider and pushing them open | let them stretch out to their full lengths at his sides, 
eagerly watching the action. His lips parted and he darted out a rosy, dark tongue to wet them, causing the 
gloss to gleam more visibly. My breath hitched, his warm hands now on my thighs, the tingles buzzing to my 


crotch. 


Then he leaned in, eyes fluttering shut as his lips brushed the fat tip of my cock | didn't know whether to 
stay or run for my life, but as that velvet tongue snaked out again to glide across my sensitive skin, | couldn't 
have escaped even if I'd wanted to. Slowly, cautiously and very insecurely, his plush, wet mouth took in the 
head, and | could easily tell he had no obvious praction preceeding this event. It tickled my pride to know | was 


the first guy to get head from him, and quite possibly the last. 


My hands ventured back to his hair in need of something to hold onto, lacing his ginger curls through my 
fingers, i rubber the pads of my thumbs against his temples, feeling his body jolt as | pushed him down just a 
little. He complied with much less struggle than | had expected, taking half the length in before promptly 
stopping. it didn't matter, | didn't need more than that, as long as he got to work on it. 


| realized my eyes had fallen shut, my head swimming with the pleasurable sensations of Dave's mouth as he 
began to bob up and down, the pace a bit hacky and awkward, but the way his tongu was slithering; writhing 
and wriggling along my hard flesh, more than made up for it. Opening my eyes to watch him, my hips bucked 


as | saw myself glide in and out of his mouth, fucking his face. His wet saliva mingling with my precum, 
dribbling down the length his mouth couldn't reach. Fuck, it was surreal. And terrifying. And | wanted more, so 


much more. 


| think it was the power that went to my head. The fact that Dave, being the person he was - in a constant 
fight for dominance with me - was willing to suck my dick He was willing to suck my dick while wearing 
makeup. Growling, | begane to lose control over my own body and | forced him to take me deeper. At first he 
struggled, gagging, but he soon relented, panting heavily through his nose all the while until the tip of it laid 
buried in my pubes. Oh my God, | couldn't describe it. It was heavenly, watching him with his mouth crammed 


full of cock. My cock. 


His face was flushed, sweat beading along his forehead and gluing his strawberry blond bangs to the milky pale 
skin. His eyes were half open, wetness pooling at the corners. He was short of breath, chest and shoulders 
having as | allowed him to pull back before making him descend again. This time there was no struggle. | felt 
the lust, the burning need for release settle in my groin, my balls feeling tight and taut. | needed it bad, so | 
urged him to speed up. 


‘G-good girls get th-themselves off. | rasped, hoping he'd get what | was hinting at. 


And fuck me, he did. In less than ten seconds, he'd fumbled his own jeans open and had one fist wrapped tightly 
around his own rock hard dick, jerking it for all he was worth. Normally, I'd look upon a guy wanking himself as 
disgusting and a complete off turn. Now it was the complete opposite. He made the already scorching heat in 
my body rise as | watched his hand move up and down, pumping furiously as he fisted himself, fucking his own 
hand. It didn't take long before | felt him tremble, coating his fingers in sticky white seed as he came. 


That did it for me, it sent me straight over the edge. Grabbing his head, i forced him to swallow me whole. 


'G-good girls swallow! | half hissed, half howled as | burst, the lust peeking as | scent waves of sticky seed 


down his throat. 


He coughed and choked, splurting when | finally let his head go. Dropping my hands to my sides, | watched from 
beneath hooded lids as he gasped for air, cum dribbling down his chin and onto his black Motorhead t-shirt. 
But he caught what he could, what hadn't been forced down, and licked it off his hands and fingers. It was hot, 


watching him clean himself up. It made me hot. 


And | felt damn ashamed, too. Embarrassed, and guilty all at once. For taking advantage of my stoned best 
friend and letting him go down on me. | wiped the hair out of my face, reaching down with trembling hands to 
tuck my now limp dick back in and zip up. | kept my eyes low, didn't dare to meet his face. From the way he 
had become silent, | already knew his high had begun to wear off a long time ago. He was completely aware of 


what he was doing. He'd remember it just as well as | would tomorrow morning. 


He opened his mouth as if to speak, | caught it out of the corner of my eye, but before a word would come 
out, the front door slammed open. Loud laughing and slurring signaled the arrival of Lars and Cliff. Dave was on 


his feet in the matter of seconds, almost falling over in the process before taking to the run and fleeing to his 
bedroom. Not so hard to understand, given he still bore proud cum stains here and there. 


The next morning neither of us mentioned it. It was as if the previous night was a finished chapter, scratched 
and overwritten Like it had never transpired. Or so | thought, until three weeks later. Backstage, after a show. 
Fueled by the roaring crowd. | didn't know then that Dave would soon be gore. If | had known, | would never 


have allowed him to blow me again. 


